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only in our footprints.
The echoes of the caves
of hidden mountains
in the tossing waves of the ocean,
the vibrations of our inspired tunes
in the waves of the wind,
the echo of one thought
on the banks of another mind,
the reflection
of the friendly smile of the lamp
on the dark screen of night:
every deed I do
will be binding on tomorrow.
How should I act?
This duty is hard,
difficult is the option,
for, the selection
is behind the curtain of darkness.
O Lord, before us,
is the array of death, and
an impatient host of heroes
with the unbridled battle-zeal.
How many of them
will return to their tents
by the end of the day?
How many will roll
on the banks of the sand
of eternal silence?
How many will see
the rays of tomorrow's rising sun?
How many will have
eternal peace
on this hard ground?
The severed heads, legs and hands,
and the traces of blood
on the green lands,